STRANGE INTERLUDE

anything . . . she used to sit on his lap ... cuddle against
him . . . dreaming into the dark beyond the windows . . .
warm in his arms before the fireplace . . . dreams like
sparks soaring up to die in the cold dark . . . warm in his
love, safe-drifting into sleep . . . *'Daddy's girl, aren't
you?" . . .

(She looks around and then up and down,)

His home . . . my home ... he was my father . . . he's
dead . . .

(She shakes her head,)

Yes, I hear you, little Nina, but I don't understand one
word of it. ...

(She smiles with a cynical self-contempt)

I'm sorry, Fatherl . . . you see you've been dead for me a
long time . . . when Gordon died, all men died . . . what
did you feel for me then? . . . nothing . . . and now I feel
nothing . . . it's too bad . . .

MARSDEN

(Thinking woundedly)

I hoped she would throw herself in my arms . . weeping
. . . hide her face on my shoulder . . . "Oh, Charlie,
you're all I've got left in the world . . ."

(Then angrily)
Why did she have to bring that Darrell with her?

NINA

(Flatly)

When I said good-bye that night I had a premonition I'd
lever see him again*.

MARSDEN

(Glad of this opening for moral indignation)
You've never tried to see him, Nina!

(Then overcome by disgust with himself- contritely)
Forgive me! It was rotten of me to say that!
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